TEXTS   AND   PRETEXTS

These feel not Music's genuine power, nor deign
To melt at Nature's passion-warbled plaint;

But when the long-breathed singer's uptrilled strain
Bursts in a squall, they gape for wonderment.

SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE.

The concentrated femaleness of most contralto voices
is, I admit, a most distressing thing. Coleridge has
perfectly expressed those emotions of dismay, embarrass-
ment and indignation, which we have all so often felt
while listening to a murderous rendering of even
Schubert or Wolff.

But how deeply I distrust the judgment of people who
talk about * Nature's passion-warbled plaint' and dis-
parage the intricacies of musical art ! They are the
sort of people whose bowels yearn at the disgusting
caterwaulings of Tziganes ; who love to listen to
Negroes and Cossacks ; who swoon at the noises of the
Hawaiian guitar, the Russian balalaika, the Argentine
saw and even the Wurlitzer organ ; who prefer the
simpleminded sadness, the rustically trampling merri-
ment of English folk-songs to Figaro or the Mass in D.
In other words, they are the sort of people who don't
really like music.
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